FAREWELL   FOREVER
and father consented. But by the time that could be accomplished the second group had left Vaslui, and me at home, a thoroughly broken and disappointed boy.
Meantime mother set about with a heavy  heart to prepare for the great day which I looked forward to so impatiently and which she so horribly dreaded.    For the next four weeks she knitted socks, and  made me underwear   of  flannelette,   and   sewed   buttons,   and mended my shirts and my old overcoat, wliich last, however, I declined to take with. me.    She filled several jars with jam for me and one or two with some of her far-famed pickles.   In the evening when we were alone together she would make me sit on her footstool, and while her deft fingers manipulated the knitting-needles she would gaze into my eyes as if she tried to absorb enough of me to last her for the coming months of absence.    "You will write us, dear?" she kept asking continually.    "You won't forget your old father and mother when the Lord blesses you with riclies.    You won't, will you?   Promise me again, my  son.    And if I should die when you are gone, you will remember me in your prayers, oh, my kadiah, my male child." Once or twice she gave way to passionate sobs:   "I have borne you, my boy, and brought you into the world in pain, and I have nurtured you, and prayed over^your cradle in the night, oh, my joy and my solace       At such times I tried to comfort her by promises of dauy letters, by calling her silly for imagining dreadful things.rancs in cash. I suggested selling tHe cow,
